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It was not the kind of den you'd expect to see a Pumpkinhead in, club- 
like with its leather furniture, cherry paneling, the massive desk bathed in 
lamplight. But a glance from outside at the leaded windows which sectioned 
the huge orange head immediately confirmed the unusual fact to any 
passerby this early evening. 

A Pumpkinhead absolutely! And not surrounded by filth and greasy 
formica. (Thus perhaps the "good one" that many people know or have heard 
of.) 

He laughed, this comfortably ensconced creature with the creamy 
French Telephone so tiny next to his head, for he had solved the math 
problem just before the eminent physicist on the other end of the line could 
blurt the answer. Unfortunately though, before the Pumpkinhead could 
invent a discreet goodbye and place the ornate phone in its cradle, Dr. Lyle 
Anders quipped "Now don't get too giddy. Or I'll start thinking you're a 
Pumpkinhead. Which, of course, would be imposs..." Then the immediate, 
seething intake of breath at the professor's end in Ann Arbor when the 
mechanical operator broke in with P"Are you a Pumpkinhead?"@ 

"The Supreme Court has ruled that Pumpkinheads have the same 
rights as..." he cried. It was no use--the question just kept repeating. "Yes," 
he finally whispered. The court, he knew, had also ruled that the question 
alone established the fact in these cases, since no one not a Pumpkinhead 
would claim to be one, and, as Pumpkinheads were compulsive liars, ninety- 
nine percent of them would immediately answer no. (The latest study from 
Johns Hopkins University put the figure at ninety-seven percent--P"not a 
significant difference." @ 

Also, those persons unjustly asked could not sue, for the court recently 
held that Pquestions absurd on their face cannot per se be injurious.@) 

Now another evasion took care of those guaranteed Pumpkinhead 
"rights": P"All outgoing lines are full; all incoming..."@ He quickly hung up 
and then depressed his computer button only to see that R.Renfew,Pasco,WA 
was undertaking the half-completed chess game against Dr. Anders. The 
Pumpkinhead started to say that it didn't take Dr. Anders long to get him out 
of memory, but he remembered that it didn't take anyone very long the 
many times before this one either. "Oh well," he breathed into the soft, 
warm atmosphere of the den, "I can at least put my Pbegging clown bit@ 
on hold." 


And all of his signs insisting ORANGE POWER, and WE ARE THE LIGHT 
YOU HAVE SEEN! plus all the framed photos of Pumpkinhead surgeons and 
basketball players brought no solace--once again. He shook his huge head 
and whispered "There are more jokes about Pumpkinhead basketball players 
than there are Pumpkinheads, period!" 

It was getting darker outside and the light from his desklamp flowed 
more brightly, brushing the faintest gold over the dark paneling, and making 
each individual pane in the large window reflect bright orange. He mused 
sadly as to what the nervous ticketseller must have seen when he led eleven 
others of his despised ilk to pick up reservations for PHANTOM OF THE 
OPERA. "Aren't you Pumpkinheads?" she sobbed. The manager stepped in 
with "I think we can safely assume they are, and that this performance is 
completely, utterly sold out." 

He clicked off his lamp and wept into the mellow darkness. 
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